i 


The Tragedy of Hamlet 

hcarc me old friend, can you play the murthcr of Gonzago} 
p/^v, 1 my Lord. 

H.im. Wccle hau’c to morrow night, you couldror need fiudy 
a fpccch* of fome dofen lines, or fixceene lines, which I would fee 
downc and infert in’t:could you not? 

P lay. I my Lord. 

H.tw. Very well, follow that Lord , and looke youmockchini 
aot. My good friends,Ile leaue you till ntght,you are welcome 
to Elfonoure. Exeunt Vol.and flayers, 

Rof. Good my Lord. Exit, 

Warn. I fo.God buy to you, now I am alone, 

O what a rogue and pefant flaue an I ! 

Is it not monftrous that this player heere 

But in a fixion.in a dreame otpaflion 

Could force hisfoule fo to his owne conceit 
That from her working all the vifage wand, 

Teares in his eyes»diftra<ftion in his afpeft, 

A broken voyce,and his whole fundi ion futing 
With formes to his conceit;and all for nothing. 

For Hecuba, 

What’s Hecuba to him, or he to her. 

That he fhould weepe for her’what would he doe 

Had he the motiue,and that for paflion 

That I haue?he would drownethe ftagewith teares. 

And cleauethegenerall care with horrid fpeech. 

Make mad the guilty, and appealc the free. 

Confound the ignorant, and amaze indeed. 

The very faculties of eyes and earesjyet I, 

A dull and muddy mettled raskall peake, 

Like /tf/w-a-dreames , vnpregnant of my caufe. 

And can fay nothing;tto not for a King, 

Vpon whofe property and mod dearc life, 

A damn’d defeate was made: ami a coward. 

Who calls me villaine.breakes my pate acroffe, 

Pluckes off my beard, and blowes it in my face, 

Tweke* me by the nofc,giues me the lie i’th throate 
A deepe as to the lunges: who does me this, 

Hahls’ wounds 1 ftiould take it : for it cannot be 
But I am pidgion liuerd,and lackc gall 
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Prince of Denmark?* 

To make oppreflion bitter, or ere this 

i fhould hauefatted all the region kytes 

With this flaues offall, bloody , baudy villaine, _ 

R morfclcffe, treacherous,lctcherous, kmdlefle villaine. 

Why what an A(Tc am I ? this is moft braue. 

That I the fonne of a deere father murthcred, - 
Prompted to my reuenge by hcauen and hell, 

Muft like a whore vnpack my heart with words. 

And fall a curling like a very drabbe ; a ftalhon, fie vppont, fob. 

About my braines , hum,I haue heard. 

That guilty creatures fitting at a play, 

Haueby the very cunning of the fcenc, 

Beene firooke fo to the foulc, that prefently 
They baue proclaim’d their malefa&ions : 

Formurther though ithaue no tongue will 1 fpcake 
With moft miraculous organ . He liaue thefe Players 
Play fomthing like the murther of my father 

Before mine Vncle, lie obferue his lookes, 

lie tent him to the quickc, ifa : do blench 
1 know my courfe. Tire fpirit that I haue feenc 
May be a diuel), and the diuell hath power 
r’affume a pLeafing fhape; yea and perhaps, 

"it of my weakenefle and my melancholly, 
hee is very potent with fiich fpirits, 

Abufcsmeeto damnemce ; lie haue grounds 

More relatiue then this, the play’s the thing 

Wherein lie catch the conference of the King. Exit, 

Enter King, Quyene , Tolonius, Ophelia, Rofencraus, GuyU 
denflerne, Lords 

King. And can you by no drift of conference 
Get from him why hee puts on thisconfufion. 

Grating fo harfhly all his dayes of quiet 

With turbulent and dangerous lunacie ? 

Rof Uc dooes confeflc he fecleshimfclfe diftrafted. 

But from what caufe a will by no meancs fpeake. 

Guyl. Nor do wee find him forward to be founded, , 

But with a crafty madoes keepes iloofe 
When we would bring him on to fome confeffian 
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